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Poctical,

The smiles that light some kindred face,
To cheer us whon by sorrow bowed,
Are like the glory beams that ehase
The darkpess from the summer cloud,
Dear, radlant gloamings of the soul,
The sunshine of affection’s sky—
They 1N the heart from griefs control
And wipe the loars from sorrow's eye.

e

The tear-dropa on some kindred cheok,
When Joy is mingled with®eupair,
On splrit’a gloom oan lif and break
And leave joy's light unelonded there }
Can it snd thrill the trembliog heart,
And soothe us in Iife’s saddest hours,
And sparkle on the soul as clear
As dewn tbat aleep on fainting Sowers.

Love's holy smile and Pity's toar,
Like sogel fool.prints from the skios,
They 1ift us o'er the morial sphere
And give us gleams of Paradise!
O Bmiles and Tenrsy by theso nlone,
Had we no higher raptare given,
The heart might hopa for glory's zong—
The soul might wing Its way & heaven.
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- Siscellancons.

Kindness Never Lost.

«] was escorting home the lovely Char-
lotte D ,to whom I was, st the time,
quite devoted; we got into one of the erowd-
ed Avenue core, Charlotte could scarcely
find room to epread her crinoline and arrange
her voluminous flounces; I stood up near
her, there being no vacant seat,

“After a few minutes came in a poor wo-
msn who dispoeed a basket of clothes on
the platform, and held in her arms a small
¢hild, while a little girl hung to her dress.
She looked tired and weory, but there was
no vacont eeat—to be sure Charlotte might
hove condenzed her flounces, but she did
not.

Beside her, however, sat a very elegant
and lovely woman, who seemed trying by
moving down closer to others, to make room
between hersell and Miss D . At lnst
ehe eucceeded, and with the swestest blush
I ever eaw, she invited the poor burdened
female to be seated. Charlotle D,
drew her dropery around her, and blushed
too, but it was not a pretty blush at sll, ehe
looked snnoyed ot the proximity of the new
comer, who was, however, clean und decent-
ly, though thinly elud,

The unknown lody @rew the liltle girl
upon her lep, and wrapped the velvet mon-
tle sround the smoll, hall-fregen litde blue
hands.

So grest was the crowd that I slore seem-
ed to observe. The child shivered—the
keen wind {rom the dbor blew vpon her un
protected neck. I saw the young lady
quietly take off her shawl, which she sdftly
put on the shouldera of the little one, the
the muther looking on with confused won:
der. Aftera short lime she rose to lesve
the car, and weuld have removed the shawl;
but the unknown gently whispered, “No;
keep iton, keep it for her,'* The woman
did not answer, the conductor hurried her
out, but her eyea swam in tears, which no
one snw but me. I noticed her as she des-
cended to a basement and [ hastily morked
the house.

To shorten the story as much as possible
that lady iz now my wife. In the small
Incident which introduced her to me, she
showed her real character. A few days af-
ter our marringe I showed her the blessed
crimson shawl, which I had redeemed from
its owner, and shall alwsys keep as a me-
mento. Theresre snmetimes pleasant things
to be found in unpleasant places—certainly
I mey be said to have picked out my wife in
the cars.”

The Planet Valcan.

The new planet, accepted a8 an accom-
plished fact, is now fairly enrolled smong the
stellar divinities by the name of Vulcan,
and will some day have its column in cata-
logues of observations, and appear in the
Nautical Almanac. That Vulean baa been
seen from time to time by sundry observers
within the past hundred years, is now con-
firmed by further testimony; but the merit
of the discovery remesins with M. Lescar-
bault, who, with rare modesty, hes declined
to sttend the banquet which the savans of
Paris designed to hold in his honor. The
present is said to afford favorable opportuni
ty lor renewed observation of the planet;
and with so many eager eyes o8 are on the
watch, it will hardly be permitted to escape,
Professor Pinzzi Smyth, astronomer royal
for Bcotland, sees in the discovery of Vulcan
8 confirmstion of the theory that a large
number of meteors revolve pretty nesr to
gon, and by felling in vpon thst luminary
maintain its light and heat. Woe called at-
tention to this theory a few years sgo, on
Its firat publication; and recently to the ex-
traordinary spot of brightness obeerved In
the sun by Mr. Carrington in Beptember
last. Prolessor Smylh considers that in
this latter phenomenon we have an actual
observation of the falling in of s meteor,
the unusual brightness being occasioned by
the concussion. The tremenious shock
may be inferred from the calculsted veloci-
ty of the falling body—7,000 miles in s
mingte.

0y “Ma, I'm going to make soft sonp for
the Foir, this fall,”” said a beautiful miss of
sevepteen, to her mother, the other day,—
“What put that queer notion Into your head,
Bally 1" “Why, ma, the premivm is jost
what I've beon wanting.” *Pray, what is
that 1 “A New Jersey farmer, and I hope
he will be a good-looking one,”

The Child Angel.

The Nelson Hotel was the largest and
most fashionable house of resort in a town
on the ses shore, a populsr watering place,
fsmous in the annsle of the weslthy, It
stood not far from the brink of the sounding
ees, and commanded » prospect of surpass.
ing beaty. All day long the white winged
shipa laid againet the blue sky, snd the fa.
voring breezes wafted them in and out of the
harbor, sending some to ‘home, sweel
home," and bearing others toward the scent-
ed isles of the tropics, where the palms glis-
ten in an slmost perpetusl sunshine, and the
fields are rosy with southern flowers. In
the summer time, the Nelson House was nl.
ways thronged, '

Among the very sclect few who come for
the purpose of invigorating and improving
health, were s young couple by the name of
Hayden. Harriet, the wife, wos a most in-
ter esting woman, not yet thirty, with a qui-
et, gentle manoer, and a voice whose every
lone was mosic,. She was a New Englund
woman, of Puritan extraction, and a sweet,
practical Christlan, John Hayden was fully
a8 prepoeseseing as his wife. But the sweet.
est creature in this besutiful group, wus
Antoinette Hayden, a child of three years,
and one of the loveliest creations that paint-
er ever translerred to cenvas. [t was not
the glowing cheek so round and crimson, not
the full, blue eye, nor the rich, long curls of
a golden color, nor yet the perfect figure and
ivory whiteness of the brow, that constituted
the beauty of this earth angel. There was
s nameless something that looked out from
those eyes, that epread a hesvenly besuty
over the trunsparent featuree, that epoke in
every musical tone of her sweet voice, that
moved in every graceful motion—end which
led even strangera to say, **What n heavenly
child 1"

She was not robed in flounces or laces,
or ribbona. Her little limbs were unfetter.
ed by fashion, and had the freest ploy ; her
waya were all natural, her walk and talk and
play wereall a little child’s walk and talk
and play should be, snd very soon the
thoughtlesa ones learned to louk upon Net.
tie with a sort of nwe, as il she checked their
worldliness,

Loose Ben wae on uncouth caricsture of o
human being, of some sixteen years of age,
slouching in his drese, dirty, sometimes rag-
ged, bearing all the gibee put upon him with
sullen micn and stoical eilence. Loose Ben
ehufled, looked eurpiciously &t everybody
irom under his eyebrows—sirank from ev.
ery humon wvoice, never seemed to ecare
whether thoy called him fool or knave, and
only cored to gather his loose limbs tog- ther
in some sunny place after his services were
over [or the day, and think—what could the
poor outeast think ! He was a German,
und possibly never knew his porentage ; he
would not say whether he had father and
mother. It woa his duty to moke fires in
the roorhs of those who were invalids, in the
early morning, snd for this purpose the fath.
er of little Antoinette employed him; though
it was summer time, yet the chill air of the
sen made the ear'y morning raw and cold,

Su with an arm full of wood, Loose Ben
wended his woy to number 56, a large room
on the second story, As he entered Mr.
Hoyden glanced vp from his dreesing table,
end followed hia luzy motions with his eye
for a full moment. Little Antoinette sat on
the floor by the bedeide, half covered with
the lace curtaine thst fell like epray over
her epiritusl face and figure. She, too, look-
ed on eornestly, suspending her play for o
moment, and then, ss his labor progressed,
she stood up, and with her half inspired
look, moved towards him, till she stood by
his side. He gezed townrds her, seemed
poralyz:d into grenter stupidity nt her sweet
smile. Bhe did not mock him, ecream oot,
or epring from him a8 the other children did,
nor call him unfeeling namee, but o8 she
stood there with a saintly light on her brow,
ahe laid her white dimpled hand on his reg-
ged aleeve, and with winning voice ssked,
*'does you love God 7"

He wae too much startied for the moment
to speak, but the great shining eyes still
bosmed into his lack lustre orbs, and sgain
that voice of surpassing beouty asked, “‘does
you love God 1"

He looked up, he looked down awkward.
ly, and in hia brond Duteh dinlect said half
sheepishly, “ya-as.”

“Does you pray to God in the morning !"
persisted the little one, still keeping her
hand upon him, and he In the same voice
answered ‘‘ya-as.”

Then the little one seemed satisfied ; she
donced and copered about—chatted with this
coarse, boorish boy—watched the flame as it
ascended, and built, s11 unconsciously, u fire
of love and gratitude on the altar of that un-
cultivated heart.

The sesson went on, and Nettie’s mother
improved in hesith. The thin figure round-
ed out, the pale cheeks grew flushed, and
she took long walke and drives along the
quiet beach. Often on moonlight eveninga
when the grest waters, waveless as an Je-
land river, borrowed hues of silver and made
a path for the beams of the night, when the
dancers, flushed with a show of bappiness,
moved through the ball-room, John Hayden
ond his wife sat on some rocky ledge above
the smooth level of the sand, snd communed
with God and their own hearts. 'Ihe music
borne feintly from the revel, sounding on
the still mir—=the grest hotel like some stone
monster full of eyew, threw (winkling lights
upon the water, and groups here and theye
dotted the beach. Antoinette wassleoping.
Mooy o child moved with a feverish mind
amid the throng of dancers, taking upon
themselves the airs of matured age ; but lit+

tle Nettie with ene hand under her bright
cheek, lay soltly dreaming, huppy as on an-
gel on her little couch.

Every morning when Loose Ben came up
to build the fire, that dear little voice would
eny, “does you lore God 1" and when he hod
snswered with his stereotyped “ya-ge,"” she
wounld add in precisely the same words as
belore, *'does you proy to God in the morn-
Ing ¥ and sguin with that etupid, wandering
look, he’would say, *'ya-0s8.” But there wos
a change in this semi-borbarian. Gradually
the rovgh, heavy locks, were treined to fall
back from his low but full face ; his wood-
colored face grew clean,and hia grest hands
evinced some marks of attention. By some
mysteriovs process his clothes were mend.
ed, and little by little, Locse Ben seemed to
emerge from his loutish hell into a region
of more thought and [reer scope. The ho-
tel loungers still jeered him, still colled hin
8!l kinda of strange and original namee, but
he did not mind them, and had one seen him
going up to his daily duty to room 56, a

sweel tones have soonded on my elr-—'duen'
you leve God ' and oh | I have come home
to fina her in heaven." He bowed his head
and wept, then softly followed the mourning
mother into the ehaded perlor. Death had
not kissed even the freshness from the lips
of the sweet child, Death, as if he had no
power to mar euch loveliness, had not drawo
one blue tint across the marble temples or
under the closed eyes, Death had not sto-
len one line of beauty from that heavenly
face—it smiled in spite of death.

“0 ! Antoinette—dear little Antoinette,”
sobbed the strong man—*"'you found me in
my ignorance, ond blessed me with those
henda ; they were the first pure fingera that
touched me with the teuch of love, and made
my buried heart throb with new life. 0!
little Antoinette, you were the first one to
lead me to my Saviour—on your infant
breath my nome wos carried up to Christ,
O ! my lumb, canst thou not look down upon
me, and see me bend sbove thee, blessing
even thy insnimate clsy ¥ But the tomb

smile might have been detected lighting up
hia homely face, til] it was almost handsome,
And se he entered doy efter doy, came the
asme questions about love and prayer.

One Sabbath morning, never to-be-forgot-
ten day, (for I em telling no etory of fiction,
deor reader,) the rop came ne usunl to room
56, and when the door was opened in walk-
ed Loose Ben, worthy of the name no lon-
ger. He brought the wood, not in his usual
way but in a basket, and wonder of wonders!
he was altired in a neal grey soit, from heod
to foot, and under his left orm he carried a
strow hst, bound with a bluck ribbon,—
Leisurely he went to the henrthsstone and
leisurely set the kindling and the wood in
their place. T'hen he turned round to look
for Antoinette. A little voice cume from
under the curtaing, **Benny, does you love
God? Does you pray in the morning 1"

The boy drew his hands before his eyes,
and ne Nettie made herself visible, he went
Lownrds her and fell on his kneea at her feet.

“You deor litle angel,” he sobbed, tuking
her hund and covering it with kisses, “Ey-
ery morning you ssk me that, ond every
morning [ lie to you. Yes, I lie to you, lor
[ no luve God os you ssy. Then you ask
me il I prny every morning, and I lie to you
ngnin, und keep lying to you, beecause I
didn't know no better, beewuse [ poor, igno-
rant Dutch boy. But this morning, you
denr little angel, I tell you 1 love Goud. 1|
tell you I pray 1o God, yes, 1 love, I pray,”
he added, the tears running dewn his conrse
checks, while Mr. und Mre. Hoyden stoad
looking on full of estonishment. *Yuu
mude me go to Gud, you little angel you ;
you make me proy 1o God,and [ tell you ne
lieary longer. O! when you did ok me
first, 1T knew nuot whot to niuke of it, snd [
think it no harm to sny yaas. Bul when
you ssk again, snd keep neking, I keep
thinking what you mean. It seem lo me
my heart wue very wicked, end 1 come to
tremble ns [ loid my hand on the Jatch of
the door, for I knew what you would ack
me, you sweel little angel you. And now ]
huve found God, I come to thank you on my
knees that you did ssk me—oli! yes, blessed
be Gud 1?

Tears choked his utterance : Antoinette
scarcely knowing what it oll meant, stood
looking gravely towards him, a childish
wonder in her face, until John Hayden
snutched her from the floor and folded ber
with many kisses 1o his bosom.

The ecene changes to a handsome dwell
ing in the city., Snow lays on ull the
streets;, white and glittering—the noked
trees, the gray cups of the houses, the iron
railings, oll are robed in the shround of the
sutumn dsys, Ah! some cold wind, some
snow hos entered that house ; the white
dropery of the windows is unlifted ; children
go in and come out sgain with sorrowlul [a-
ces ; the pussing traveler looks mournfully
up as he wanders by ; there must be gloom
in that house ; yes, the white enow of death
Isys upon the forehead of an only child.

She is in her coffin now, with roses nbove
her pale bosom, and the little silver plate
saye, ‘*Anloinette Hayden, nged seven.”"—
What ! Is her miseion done so soon 1—
Does the angel buthe her wings in the light
of heaven, [Even so,

In a derkened chamber st the mother of
this lovely flower, bearing her griel slone
with Godv  No sigh broke from her bosom,
no tear fell from her eye ; she looked calm,
she was calm, but resigned o8 she evidently
was, the etern immobility of her festures
told that grief, deeper than could find any
outlet, lay heavy at her heart.

Rising up after her long vigil, she went
noiselesaly down staira towards the room
where her cbild slept the last, long sleep.—
As she was entering, a voice etruck her ear,
a8 if sqme long remembered music kad but
now sounded ; the chord vibrated against her
heart. She psosed ; a voice seked for An-
toinette—little Antoinette Hayden, and en-
other voice mournfully murmured the sed
truth.

“Dead 1" exclaimed the stranger, “little
angel | dead "

An then came feet along the passage—
and a tall, dafk men stood before her.

“You-do not know me, Brs, Hayden,” he

.onid, as after a moment, siriving to possecss

his sell-command, he spoke.

“] do not, indeed,’”” replied the bereaved
mother, in low tones.

“Ah ! my dear modem, [ am he whom
your child's srtless questions; morning alter
motning, pierced to the heart; I am poor
Loose Ben—now, thank God, a preacher of
vighteovsness. Day and night have the
lovely features of that angel babe been be«

cannot hold thee, infant disciple. Already
she is up there!" he cried, lifting his
etreaming eyes. “‘The brightness of thy
glory, oh ! Lord God of hosts, fulls npon her
temples. She hath led souls te Thee,
mighty Redeemer, snd Thou wilt give her a
crown of life.”

Ha eensed and bowed his hesd upon the
ccflin. Whot oration before crowned mon-
archs ever reached the sublimity of this
man's offering over the dead form of a child?
He had been converted through her minis-
trotions, and since his entrance into the
gospel ministry he eounted those who be-
lieved in Jesus through faith and his minis-
try, by hundreds ; snd he lsid his trophies in
the nome of Jesus, heside the gentle child
who had tsoght him Christ.

Reader, T have not written fiction. The
dugt of thut child has slept in the green
gruve-yard where the flowers are springing
to-day, twenty three yesrs, Twenty-three
years she hus been o seraph in glory.—
Twenty-three years she has looked upon
Jesus her Baviour end Redeemer, O ! what
do you and I see beside this beautiful ser-
uph ¥ Though we drink of the fountsins of
eurthly wisdom, we cinnot sttuin to a tithe
of tjut divine krowledze that fills her cup
of bliss this doy. Twenty-three yeors in
the preeence of the Lord of life, guing up
and down the steps of light—walking nud_|
tulking with angels—pure, consecrate, holy!

And mny not you und I win some stars to
{our crowns of eterncl rejoicings 1

—_—— e —————

Geaeral Jackson's Wile,
| Muny of our public men have been bless
! ed with wives and mothers who wera the or-
[ naments of their sex, and their quiet and
Lennobling influence contributed largely to
the subarquent greatness of their childegn
,'nnd husbands. Mr Purton tells the follow-
ing story of Geoneral Jackson's wife:

When General Juckson was n eandidate
for the Presidency, in 1823, not only did the
party opposed to him sbuse him for his pub-
lie acts, which, if unconstitutional or vio-
lent, were o legitimate subject of reproba-
tion, but they defomed the echarncter of hias
his wile. On one occasion n newspaper
published in Nashville was lnid vpon the
General's teble. He glanced over it, and
his eye fell upon aon article in which the
character of Mrs. Jackson was violently as-
ssiled. So soon ar heread it he eent for his
trusty old gervant, Dunwoodie.

“Saddle my horse,” said he to him in o
whisper, “and put my holsters on him.”—
Mra. Jackson wutched him, and, though she
heard not a word, she thought she saw mis-
chief in his eyes. The General went out
alter a few moments, when she took up the
paper and understood everything. She run
out to the eouth gate of the yard of the
Hermitoge, by which the General would have
to pugs. She hud not been there more than
o few eeconds before the General rode up
with the countenance of & madmsn. She
ploced herself before his horse und cried
cut :

“0, General ! don't go to Nashville.—
Let that poor editor live—let that poor editor
live " He replied: *“How came you to
know whot I am going for 1'*  She answer-
ed: “I saw it all in hia paper after you
went oul; put up your horse and go back.”
He replied furiously ¢ “But I will go—get
out of my woy ! Instead of doing this, she
grasped his bridle with both hands. He
cried to her, "I say, let go my horse; I'll
have his heart’s blood; the villain that re.
viles my wife shall not live.”

She graeped the reins but the tighter, and

began to expostulate with him, saying that
she was the one that ought to be angry, but
that she forgave her persecutors from the
bottom of her heart, and prayed for them—
that he should forgive, if he hoped to be for-
given. At last, by her ressoning, her en-
treaties and tears, she so worked upon her
husband thut he seemed molified to a certain
extent. She wound up by saying, “No,
General, you shall not teke the lile even of
my reviler; you dare not do it, for it is writ.
ten, *Vengeance le mine, I will repay, saith
the Lord." "
[le iron-nerved hero gave woy before the
earnest pleading of his beloved wife, and
replied: *“l yield to you; byt had it not
been for you, and the words of the Almigh-
ty, the wretch should not have lived an
hour.”

(<-Baron Stastsburg, who heas imported
a Cashmere goat, intending to raise his own
cotton to make camel’s-hair shawls with,
wishes to know if there Is any difference
between Bouthdown mutton and mautton
down south.

Death of Lady By‘rou.

We learn by the Glasgow that on the 17th
instant, Lady Byron, the widow of the grea!
poet, died st London, in the sixty sixth year
of her sge. She was born in 1794, and was
the only daughter and heir of Sir Ralph Mil-
banke Noel, Baronet. In 1856 she succeed-
ed to the barony of Wentworth. She was
married to Lord Byron in 1815—the union
proving, ns is well known, most unhappy 1o
both husband and wife, and he lived with his

wife only some thirteen days. Their only
child,

Ada, %ola danghter of my house and heart,*
was married to Earl Lovelace, and died eight
years ago.

The marriage of Byron with Miss Milbanke
was one prompted by motives of interest.

Lord Byron, in one of his letters, gives
the following description of Lady Byron,
during the time of their engngement :
“What an odd situation end friendship is
ours! Without one apatk of love on either
side, and produced by circumstances which
in general, leod to coldness on one side, and
aversion on the other. Shzisn very sup-
‘erior woman, and very little epuiled, which
is strange in an heirass—a girl of twenty—
apeeress that s to be in her own right—an
only child, ond a savante who hie slways
hod her own way. She is a poetess, a
mothemutician, and withal, very kind, gen-
erous and gentle, ond with very little pre-
ten:ion.”

Even ot his wedding, the thoughts of his
first love—of Mary Chuworth of Annesly
Hall, whom he so poetically termed his)
“Bright Morning Star of Annesly,” was
present to his imagination. Annesly Hall
and all its fond associations flosed like o
vision before his thoughts, even when at the
altar, and on the point of pronouncing his
nuptinl vows. A marringe contracted under
such circmstances could not but be unhuppy.
The poet has alloded to it in some of his
most impassioned strains of regret.  Wash-
inglon Irving says that in one of Lis manu-
scripts, written long after his marriage,
having accidentally mentioned Miss Cha-
worth as my “M, A. C.” “alus 1" exclaims
he, with n sudden burst of feeling, “why do
[ eay my? Our union would have healed
feuds, in which blood had been shed by our
fathers; it would have joined lunds, broad
ond rich; it would have joined ot least one
heatt, and twog persons not ill-matched in
years, ond —and—and—whit has been the
reenlt I

It is unfortunate for the late Lady Byron
that only by her union with Byron and its
unhappy results, is she known to the world
at large. Her private life lins been roth=
lessly invaded, and ull her domestic trou-
blea exposed to the guze of the world. It
should be remembared that Byron trested
her in a manner calculated to alienate the
vifections of any woman, snd that it was
the public odium following hia treatment ol
her, which induced him to leave Enagland
and live in Italy,

Lady Byron took an octive interest in
philsnthropie and benevolent movements,
und in 1836 she sent a gift of three hundred
und fifty dollars to the New England Kan=
sns Eimigration Society. We can searcely
recell a ludy of the present century whose
name has been eo often brought befure the
public, and in such a singular way, by her
relotions with otliers, rather than by any
desire or effurt on her part to obtasin pub-
licity.

- v T —

Tire "Dignity of bein' Niggers.”

A slave's speech on the relstive standing
of the races, and the superiority of slavery
to freedom, is reported by the Petersburg
(Virginin) Express,of a late date, in this
wise :

In front of the Central Warehouse a phi-

“m—g

Sometimes the reader of newspapers will
notice bringing up the rear of an sdvertise
ment the letters “tf.” Probably they never
trouble him muoch; he might have regsrded
them e » sort of cabalistic literature pecu-
lisr to the prees, and certainly not a fit theme
for song or sermon, .

However this moy be, the pair of letter:
hes a eignificance beyond the range of types,
aod on jnto the shadows, and=out into the
cunshine of that momic work we eall life.

To the uninitiated it is only “tf ;" to the
printer’s eye it expands into *“till forbid,"” o
reminder that the advertivement it waits on
iato be continued from dvy to day, from
week to week, until ordered out by him who
ordered its publication.

The etory of how mony springs that have
brought the blue bird and the violet,has been |
told in that “if.,"* Wrought in the green |
tracery of leaves that rise and fall on the!
bosom of the air, psinted on clouds at an-!
chor in the summer sea, carvedon the stone
threshholds of ever guing floods, silvered on

A Somncs pwiletino, graved om WK Tound)] thy ministers smong us; we were a very wick
1 ] y -

ruby of the morning eun, inthe seroll of

slorm it is woven, on the breath of song i1

is embroidered, und "“tr"—*till forbid"—is
the story of the world.

“T1" ia written alike on the drop of dew
—that satellite of eod—and on the great
world thot dances in the bresth and bright.
ens in the smile of God.

“T1" rounds the summer of human hopes;
it is delicately traced on besuty’s brow; you
will find It in the ruse's blushing bud; you
may gee it in the shining star.

“TI" is wrought in the helmets of the
sweeping Tomerlanes of ull times, and the
silver thread of the emall voiced brook will
not be broken without it.

Nature has no stereotypes; all her adver.
tisements are published with “tf," and the
types that cxpresa loveliness sre silently
“distributed,” ond the graves sre filled with
the elequence of yesterday.

And cven there, ensmeled in the little
billows of turf that break up earih’s green-
sword, like a sea, there iz s *“till forbid,”
and s0 the silent swell of the sod subsides
where graves hove been, and back to the
air, and up to the clouds, and away in glad

A Carleus Prayer.

A correspondent of the Western Chris-
rian Advocale sends that paper the following :

A reverend gentleman, direct from the ine
terior of Texns, ataid st my house & few
days, ot the time Millerism wae at its zenith
in Cincinnati. He related to me a rumor
which he had heard in Texes of « man he
met in our streets, s a Millerite preacher.
In Texas, this man professed to be a Camp-
ballite praacher, and as such got permission
to preach In a school-house, and took ococa-
sion to sbuse all other denominations ia
general, and the Methodists in particalar.
He said there were men who professed to be
called and commissioned of God 1o preach
the Gospel but that he—the preacher—pre-
tended to no such high credentisls. After
preaching immersicn, and abusing all who
would not eay amen to his views, being
about to close, n wag whispered to him if
he wished some one to close for him, to call
on Mr. H. He did eo. Mr. H. took the

| stand, and gave out & hymn, which was saag

und then prayed in this wise.
*Lord,we thank thee that thou hast cver sent

edpeople before they came; some of us, how-
ever, huve reformed. We thank thee that
we believe thou has called, commissioned,
and gent thy ministers to preach the un-
searchable riches of Christ; but s for this
fellow, be has 1old us thou didst not com=
mizgion him, and we believe him. We
heur strange stories of him. Lord we know
not whether they be true or not; thou knowest
but we hear he went to Galveston a gam-
bler; that afterwards he became a preacher;
that the young men who knew him in these
two characters thought them rather incom=
patibie, nnd in consequence, ducked him in
the bay, from which, we doubt not, he dates
his commission to preach the doctrine he
has proclaimed to us. We hear also, that
he etole a horse at Galveston; we know not
whether it be true, Lord—thou knowest;
but one thing we do know, that i3, we know
he stops here with the widow C 3
and we know that oo decent man would

| 8top thers."

By this time the preacher was making his
escape, without even dismissing the con-
gregation, and eoon after was holding forth
in the big tent of Millerism, at Cincinnati.

ness, goes the dust to be fashioned into new
expreesiona of truth ond beauty.

“Ti" is woven into the ecarlet robo of
Power.

that ever bound humanity baor those letters
stamped on every link.

love ever the faoirest *copy"” her eyes have
ever seen, forgets that in that lirtle foce, hid
in the dimple of a cheek, or shaded by a
tress of golden hsir, \wo words are traced in
life'a blue uutograph that ere long obeyed |
moy leave her gezing up to full heaven
and eighing that some breath of air has waft.
ed away, for ever and ever, the ewecteat
“copy” in all the world,

But the singer of the little eong that goes
nto oll lands wheraver it is epring, reads,
ino “ti” wpon its pinion. He knowa that it
will corol on o other times, and win a wel-
come; that it will be sung when he ia dead;
that the olive leal it beara will never wither;
that by ond by a window will op2n in

Cotquest's glowing wheels are|
locked with a “t1," and the weariest bonda| p o000 Jawyer,

The young mother bending with looks of towant

Retained f;;'ﬁthe Snalke.

The San Andress Independent tells the
llowing anecdote of Col. James, a San
who, during the late eam-
paign, put up for the night at a hotel in one
of the northern counties. The Colonel
" to a little game of poker, (now
we're certein,) and “went throvgh,” and
soon crept off to bed. Soon after, a braw-
ny epecimen of Pike, dressed in “jeans” and
wolflskin cap, arrived in search of legal ad-
vice. He wes taken immediately to the
Colonel’'s room, when, after wolfskin had
shoken the legal gentleman into conecious-
ne:s, the following converaation occurred ¢

"*Are you 'SBquire J—1"

“Yes ; what do you want, old boy 1"

“‘Well, "Squire, I reckon I ehall hev ter
git a feller o’ your sort fur tur plead a law-
suit.”
“What's it about, my good man 1
“'Bout a hoss.”
Here (he Colonel was all attentlon, and

heaven, and a hond will be put forth, and
singing still, that tuneful bird of hiz will be
touched with the “white radiince’’ of immor-
tal morning.

And the thinker who entrusts his living
thought to tinte, his thought instinct with
beauty, feels that no “tI" will prove “the
end of wl1" its mission; that leavinz the red
threshhold of his heart, it begins an inde-
pendent being, and wiil stand sublimely
there, in the broken columns of the “ prool”
of time.

losophical darkey, leaning lazily against one
of the wheels of a dray, thus delivered him-
geli to a brother Jehu, who was disposing of
himsell similarly : “All niggers ought to
feel the dignity of bein' nigzers, 'cept free
niggers whut dunno what digoity am, Dis
minute I'm wuff about fifteen hundred dol

lars,” and he gave a demonstrative gesture
with his left forefinger, “and a hesp o' white
lolks con't say dat for deyselves. Now,
dar,” and he pointed to a gentlemnnly va

grant, *ia & white man ; he couldn't turn
himself into money to save his life. Mor'n
dat, he sin"t wuff nuffin ; he dunno nuffin,
and he won’tdo nuffin. I feels de dignity
of de feck, and dat’s what makes me ssy
what I do say.”

(7~ Landlady (delerentinlly)-=Mr. Smith,
do you not suppose that the first steamboat
oreated much suprise smong the fish when
it was first launched?

Mr. Smith (curtly)—I can’tsay that itdid
madam. -

Landlady—Oh t T thought from the way
you eyed the fish before you, that you might
acquire some information on that point.

Mr. Bmith (maliciously)—Very likely,
madsm—very likely; but it'a my opinion,
madum, that this fish left it native element
belore steamboate were invented.

(<A miRtory officer, one day,’ while re-
viewing his company, happened to be
thrown from his hiorse, and, ss he lsy spraw-
ling on the ground, said to s friend who ran
to his assistance, *I thought I had improved
in horsemanship, but I find I Aave fallen off."

(0<rHow many a man, by throwlng him-
self to the ground in despair, erushes and
destroys forever a thoussnd flowers of ‘hope
that were ready to spring up and gladden all
his pathway. .

fore my vision. Every morning the clesr,

This is notto die; this is the true tranemi-
gration ol soul; clinging to no frail tenure
of “till forbid,”" its types shull never full 1o
dust; oot a sylisble of ull its utterance be
lust.

There is a dignity in such s work; to
bridge the narrow breadih of graves—iu
keep repaired the crumbling oshes uf time.
Thishis no emblem in the drop of riin that
builds the bow uwpon the cloud, and glitters
down the chango!ul roy that gilds a stormy
world.

This is to pass like some srmed warrier,
unchallenged down the sges as they stand
and hear his fout unisltering, press the
threshhold of to-morrow. Wpon lte gates on
golden hinges turning, no “till forbid" was
ever traced, ond to all truth and earnest
thought, bright hands are beckoning, and the
line muves on.—B. F. Taylor.

——ee o

(&rOne day s luving husband took his
wile's best pitcher to draw cider. Ashe
was going down the steps he slipped, and in
order to eave the crockery, he injured him-
sell considerably. While he was rubbing
his shin very vigorously, his wife, thought-
lees of his hure, eried out, " Oh, mercy ! have
you broken that pitcher I’ *“No,” said he,

courteey. He raleed himself on his elbowe,
and put hie esr closs to his client’s lips.—
Here, he ut once concluded, wns & chance
ta get even on the night's losses at poker—
o §300, perhaps a $600 horee in dispute—
ond bright visions of a §100 fee flitted rapid.
ly across his mind.

Stite all the eircumstances, il you plecse,
my kind friend.”

“Wall," asid old woll-skin, “yer sea sa I
borry'd this ’ere hosa uv a feller named
Flipkina, what heeps a chicken ranch on
| Poverty Side, (the Colonel drew his hesd in
eix inches) un® arter I d rid the sway-backed,
moun-eyed old critter till night, (here down
weut the elbows,) I kerried the wind suckee
outen the yard, (Colonel's head struck the
pillow.) and staked his spavined bones on =
hill among the tall grass, to give his hide-
bound evrcass a chance for good provender,”
(The Culonel wuved hia hand impatiently,
but the old woll wenton.) “Wall, s rattles
suake bit him on the glandered snout, and
now the tornsl eritter's got the big head,
and old Fipkins wants me to pry domoges.
You've hearn the case, "Squire.”

“Whaut's the damnges 1'* roared the Colos
nel.

“F-i-v-e dollars 1"

His head suddenly popped under the cove
er, and the now raving Colonel shouled,
“Take yoursell out of this—I'm relained for
the snake 1"

named Bently, a confirmed drunkard, who
would never drink with e ffiend or in publie,
and always bitterly denied, when a little too
steep, ever tasting liquor.
bad witnesses concesled themselves in his

in great wrath, “but I'll be darned if 1
don’t I" and ging-a-ling went the pitcher
sguinst the wall.

-——

(< Waste not, want not.—A gentle.
man who had put aside two bottles of eapi.
tal ale to recreate some friends, discovered,
just before dinner, that his servant, a coun+
try bumpkin, had emptied them both.
“Scoundrel I said his master, “What do
you mean by thise1” “Why, sir, [ saw
plain enough, by the clouds thet it were go-
ing to thunder, wo I drank up the ale st
once, lest it should tarn scur, for there's|
nothing I do abominate like waste.”

down his throat, seized bhim with his srm
crooked and his mouth open, and holding
him fast, asked with an sir of triumph :
*“Ah, Bently, we have caught yotl at last t
You never driok, ha 1"

would have acknowledged the corn ; not heg
with the most grave and inexpressible face,
he calmly, and in u diguified menner, said ¢
“Gentlemen, my name Is not Bently {* =

o0 .
(-0ld Bacholer Sneer wounld like to

man in the lest new novel weed, when she
swept back the raven ringless from her olug.

sio brow,

— '_mu—,p-_:-m;-vr R

(T~A good anecdote is told of a raan
One day some

room, and when the liquor was running

No one would suppose but that Beatly .'

know what kind of & broom the young woe




